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The maximum of 
worth is found in 
the “Boston” 
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CEORGE FROST CO. BOSTON 

















A wine that asks your favor 
because of its quality. Made 
in America for Americans. 
You cannot get a better 
champagne at any price. 


Insist on Having It 





SPECIAL DRY and BRUT 


GOLD SEAL RED—the best 
Burgundy on the Market 








Become a 


TRAFFIC EXPERT 


35 to $100 a week. Exceptional opportunities 
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We Train You By Mail 
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“WHAT FOOLS THESE MORTALS BE!” 
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The Easter Puck 


Next week’s Puck—the Easter 
Number — surpasses even the expec- 
tations which we ourselves entertained 
for it. The double color-page is 
Raphael Kirchner at his best, and is 
a companion picture on an enlarged 
scale of the celebrated “ Feather in 
Her Cap,” which is generally regarded 
as one of the best of all Puck’s covers. 
To insure the most perfect reproduc- 
tion of this Kirchner, we had the plates 
made in England, and succeeded in 
obtaining their release in spite of the 
strict embargo on the exportation of 
metals. 

The Easter cover is the _ prize- 
winner submitted by Miss Eleanor 
Ackerman, in the contest held among 
the students of the New York School 
of Fine and Applied Arts. Miss 
Ackerman is a newcomer in the Puck 
family, and we predict for her work 
an immediate popularity. In spite of 
the large number of subjects entered 
by the students of the school, the 
judges were unanimous in their choice 
of Miss Ackerman’s dainty and color- 
ful painting. 





The Bunner Revival 


Don’t miss a-single one of the Bunner 
stories, the second of which appears in 
this number. They will continue until 
August 1, and all issues intervening 
between that date and the present 
number are included in the regular 
Three Months’ Trial Subscription at 
$1.00. Mail yours to-day. A dollar 
bill pinned to your card is sufficient. 


When writing to advertisers. please mention Puck 
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in the new 
FORT 
DEARBORN 


HOTEL 
CHICAGO 


is now; 


—NO HIGHER 


with private bath 
or private toilet. 


La Salle Street at VanBuren 


Direction of Hotel Sherman Company 











“Oh! for boyhood's painless play, 
Sleep that wakes in laughing day, 
Hlealth that mocks the doctor's rules, 
Knowledge never learned in schools.” 
—WHITTIER, 


A Summer Camp 


for your boys or girls? 


Thinking about what's best for 
them next summer? Then turn 
to the Summer Camp Section of 


Harper’s Magazine 


for it is in Harper's Magazine 
that you find the announcements 
of more summer camps, as well 
as private and preparatory schools 
and colleges, than in any other 
publication—the widest, the best, 
and the most dependable selection. 




















Instead of any “ Big Four,” such as 
characterize the delegations of the 
Republican and Democratic parties, the 
Progressives have a “ Big Two.” 

—Political intelligence. 


Who, we should like to know, is the 
other one? 





Marks are selling at a new low 
record. Which should cause no sur- 
prise. Marks are proverbially “ easy.” 

Texans wish Colonel Roosevelt to 
lead .a volunteer regiment of six 
hundred cowboys across the border. 

—El Paso wire. 

But would Generals Funston and 
PerShing be content to serve under 
Colonel Roosevelt? 





Since the war jbegan, the Grand 
Duchess George of Russia has knitted 
85 pair of socks and 20 pair of mittens 
for the troops at the front. Stories to 
the effect that the Russian armies were 
shy of supplies are now seen to have 
been exaggerations. 





It is quite apparent that Professor 
Taft hopes to find favor with the 
Progressive party. He recently de- 
scribed Carranza as a “ weakling.” 





For educational purposes, the De- 
partment of Health is to mobilize an 
army of one million mosquitoes. It 
will be a simple task, mosquitoes hav- 
ing no equals when it comes to practical 
“ Preparedness.” 





A department store advertises 
“black hand bags.” There should be 
a hyphen somewhere, it seems to us, if 
a particularly sinister impression is to 
be dispelled. 


The intelligence of our governing 
force is about on a level with the 
intellectuality that gathers about the 
stove in a grocery store in a country 
town.—Hudson Maxim. 


Abraham Lincoln kept a country 
store once, 





We trust the pursuit of Villa will not 
extend as far south as Mexico’s two 
mountains, Popocatepetl and Ixtacci- 
huatl. Typesetters of war news have 
enough to contend with in Asiatic 
despatches without an added burden of 
Central American consonants. 





“As I did not have anything in 
particular to do that day,” testified the 
plaintiff in a theatrical divorce case, 
“T married him.” This is what might 
be called an Americanitis marriage. 


Guo 


Enver Pasha, Turkish minister of 
war, has returned to Constantinople, 
and his arrival, say the correspondents, 
“disposes of the rumor that he had 
been assassinated.” We don’t see why 
the correspondents should be dismayed 
by a trivial fact like that. 

I am inclined to think that the 
gambling law ought to be changed so 
that every man found in a gambling 
house is equally guilty of the very same 
offense as the proprietor. 

—A radical person. 

The Stock Exchange, you will recall, 
refuses to let customers come on the 
floor. 





The establishment of a correspond- 
ence school of military training is 
seriously preposed. It has at least one 
drawback. The government could 
hardly guarantee a major-general’s 
commission in less than twenty easy 
lessons, and many of the pupils, we 
fear, would drop out. 














When the soup kitchens are in full 
sway and rags become popular. 
—A Republican person. 


Oh, be an optimist! Perhaps we 
shall have turtle-soup kitchens, and 
perhaps the rags will be “ glad.” 


Drawn by Will Crawford 


THE MEXICAN BOARDER 
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Drawings by Merle Johnson 


THE NEWS IN RIME 


The Dutch are getting downright peeved 


Oblivion is kind to those 
Who stumble into her pits, 
But it will keep her on her toes 
To take care of Von Tirpitz. 
Of all the Kaiser’s cabinet, 
He was, egad, the meanest; 
He sank and slew 
Upon the blue — 
An ultrasubmarinist. 


The fairer sex has as its aim 
The Spanish style ef dressing 
(The lettuce salad has the same — 
However, that’s digressing). 
The President and Cabot Lodge 
Are anything but smitten; 
The jostling Japs 
Would fain pick scraps 
With Uncle Sam and Britain. 


Our boys are still in Mexico —- 
A little April shooting; 
A delicate imbroglio 
To stimulate recruiting. 
The Hay Bill will become a law — 
°Tis Woodrow’s army-gray bill: 
The Kaiser then 


Must count his men 


(Increasing cries of “ Hey, Bill! ”). 


At certain German custom, 
And soon, if they’re to be believed, 
They will arise and bust ’em. 


The French discern the struggle’s end, 


And see themselves as winning; 
But ah! which end 
Do they intend? 

We fear "tis the beginning. 


ip 


The British passed an ordinance 
Against the importation 

Of articles that tempt, advance, 
Promote luxuriation. 


For instance, they decreed that soap 


Is such a contribution — 
Which ‘tends, ’tis clear, 
To interfere 

With absolute ablution. 


e d) The ever-working suffrage corps 
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Is hunting for a slogan; 
Why not: “ Pure silken hose are more 
Attractive than the brogan ” ? 
New York may be extended to 
Embrace a single Yonker; 
The Czarevitch 
Is now so rich 
He doesn’t care to conquer. 


Our German friends want Petrograd, 
And Moscow and Odessa; 

And, asked if London may be had, 
They simply answer: “ Yessa.” 
Now comes the month of endless rain, 
Which giveth one the willies — 
One will be ’phoned: 

“The game’s postponed! ” 
(Our coin is on the Phillies. ) 
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Drawn by W. C. Morris 
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(See editorial opposite) 


TAKING LIBERTIES WITH THE OLD GENTLEMAN 
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Our Citizen Critics 


HE European war has been responsible for many as- 
tounding things, but none so astonishing as the 
change in the attitude of the American citizen towards 
his native or adopted country. In default of forging his 
ploughshare into the sword in preparation for defense, 
he has deftly turned it into a hammer, and throughout 
the land resounds his busy knocking. Our institutions? 
Knock! Our racial characteristics? Knock, knock! 
Our national integrity? Knock, clang, BANG! These 
days the Star-Spangled Banner sounds suspiciously like 
the Anvil Chorus, loud bellowed by press and public in 
gleeful chorus. The nobly proud nose of the redskin on 
the nickel is doomed: the new mintage will show it up- 
turned at the point in disdain. All this because the 
noble band of reformers has placed the public life of 
America beneath the microscope of comparison and 
found it to swarm with deadly germs of corruption. 

Our municipalities are rotten. Oh, for Scotland’s 
Glasgow! Our streets are bogs of mud, our roads mo- 
rasses. Oh, for Paris’ daily pavement washing and the 
Route nationale! Our police are corrupt and insolent. 
Oh, for the London Bobby! Our state departments—the 
less said about them the better. Oh, for Berlin’s efficiency! 
Our administration seethes with graft. Oh, for the noble 
integrity and time tried institutions of England and 
Germany! The average American can no longer hold 
his head high in public places. 

We are a little thick-headed and obstinate, perhaps, 
but we certainly claim to be patriotic, so let us take a 
long breath and see what truth there is in all this. 

Our press? Truth will certainly be out in the press of 
America. We are not ashamed to wash our dirty linen 
in public, though it be only a bunch of dirty yellow rags, 
as they tell us. But wash-day in London or Berlin is 
another matter. A gigantic screen is built, surrounded 
by a cordon of guards, and within the scandal is passed 
through vat after vat of bleaching fluid, till when hung 
on the line it appears like part of the advertisement of 
Spotless Town. We do not pretend that we have no 
scandals. We even have administrative scandals, but 
we stand pat on the claim that never at any period of 
our history has our administration been .so clean and 
honest, and our national integrity so unsullied. 


WHICH honest statement of belief leads us to talk 
calmly of political corruption. If we were to kill 
every busybody who sagely wagged his polished forehead 
as he advised us that there was something rotten in the 
state, we should keep the gravedigger busy. “The 
papers say.” Why, man alive, the papers have got to 
say something or go out of business. We have no royal 
family to supply gossip. The reports from Congress, 
unlike those of the House of Commons, are briefly com- 
mented on, not printed in ertenso. We must have news. 
So every piece of tittle-tattle is shoved through the 
rollers of the printing press and emerges flattened out 
into a glaring scandal. Our president shakes hands with 
the British Ambassador. The pro-German press screams 
“America betrayed to England.” He turns the corner 
and raises his hat to the German Ambassador. At once 
a heartrending cry from the pro-Allies’ press, “America 
knuckles down to Germany.” And so the merry game 


goes on. Still we would rather have the freedom of the 
press as we know it here, than the choked utterances 
which faintly reach the ears of the readers of England 
and Germany. 

And at this point we seem to remember that in those 
two countries there came to light within the last three 
years the two greatest administrative scandals of our 
days. How shocking they were can be gathered from 
the fact that not even the press of London and Berlin 
could disregard, cloak and conceal them. There was 
apparently a limit to the endurance of John Bull and 
Hans, and for a time the screens were down, the guards 
withdrawn, the Censor blindfolded and gagged, and the 
fouled rags of two governments exposed to scornful view. 


N the spring of 1913, following the announcement of 
the Kaiser’s Army budget calling for $250,000,000, Dr. 
Liebknecht, leader of the Socialist party, charged in the 
Reichstag, that the great gun makers of Essen, Krupps 
included, were making enormous profits by the employ- 
ment of agents in France and Germany to stir up war 
fever, and that the press was subsidized to engineer war 
scares. The connection with the Kaiser’s new budget 
was plain. Liebknecht also stated that German officials 
were allied with the Krupp company in stirring up anti- 
German feeling in France, and that a lobby was main- 
tained in Berlin. The war minister, General von Heer- 
ingen, was involved. It was discovered that he had 
issued a circular from the war office to certain manu- 
facturers of arms, begging them to insert advertisements 
of their wares in a,special War Number of the J/lustrierte 
Zeitung, and offering to supply matter with a view to 
producing—“‘A profound sensation in Germany and an 
enormous sensation abroad!” This special number of 
the Illustrierte Zeitung was issued. For a time the name 
of Krupp stank. A scapegoat for public opinion had to 
be found, as the Kaiser, whose interest in Krupps was 
well known, could hardly be accused. The government 
found the goat in Brandt, Berlin agent, and Eccius, 
director, both of Krupps. A trifling sentence was im- 
posed on them, on a charge of revealing War Office plans 
to foreign governments. Brandt was fined and given 
four months’ imprisonment, and Eccius was fined 12,000 
marks. After which everyone breathed freely and 
investigation ceased. 

And in England, a sporting tea-baronet who owed his 
title to his friendship to the late King and his munificent 
contributions to an institution under the special care of 
his Queen, came very near to criminal prosecution. 
Eight of his employees, and nine army officers were con- 
victed on a charge of being implicated in a conspiracy to 
accept. or offer bribes in connection with the allotment 
of army canteen contracts. (In the United States this is 
called “graft.””) The tea-gehtleman’s firm was removed 
from the list of army contractors, and it was surmised 
that strong influence was brought to bear upon the court 
of investigation to prevent matters going further. 
English nobility had to be kept inviolate. 

To critics wherever they be, we say, pause and consider. 
However corrupt in the past our national administration 
may have been, to-day its record is clean. Young we 
are, but wisely honest. We can look the Old World and 
its admirers in the face unashamed. If we can do 
nothing better we can at least set it an example. 
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Clear Vision 
By K. L. Roberts 

The Cumean Sibyl twitched convul- 
sively. Her eyes rolled in their sockets, 
her limbs stiffened, and her nose 
quivered like that of a chow dog on the 
trail of a tenderloin steak. 

“TI see,” she murmured in a dull, 
monotonous voice, “I see the future 
spread out before me like an Axminster 
carpet. I see man building houses of 
mud which shall become harder than 
the hardest rock. I see man soaring 
through the air as swiftly as the wild 
goose. I see gasoline going to $7.50 
per gallon. I see. . . 

“Pardon me,” I interrupted, “ but 


Ml) 





Brow 


to high-brow audiences at $2.00 per 
seat. Since none of them will ever go 
into business for his health, the correct 
answer is “ Never.’ What do you expect 
for a quarter, anyway?” 

Realizing that the Sibyl had upheld 
her reputation for skilled prophecy, I 
crossed her palm with silver and stag- 
gered despondently from the cave. 
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I believe there are not a few women 
who have the qualifications for holding 
public office, but they are too timid to 
make themselves known. Women ought 
to get rid of this timidity. 

—City Chamberlain Bruére. 











Especially those who “ butt in” at 
the head of a ticket line. 











<= Cuerx: Is the shirt for your husband, ma’am, 
—>.. or do you wish something in a better quality? 





News from England 


oat = The general advice to the head of ’ 
(é Je any business who asserts that a 


\Se Ue —_ particular man is necessary through 


his expert knowledge or skill is that 

















‘ 4 he should try a woman in his place. 

‘ Apparently there is no kind of 

a a technique so difficult that it cannot 
be learned by a woman in two or 
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My doctor has me on a one-drink-a-day schedule and sometimes I have to wait two 
hours and a half for some one to come in and buy it for me 


your eyesight is too general. Can you 
‘see the future of the motion-picture 
industry?” 

The Sibyl jerked spasmodically, and 
- her ears rose and fell rapidly with the 
strain which was being imposed on her 
inner consciousness. “I can see indi- 
vidual motion-picture shows projected 
‘into every home,” she droned. “ It is 
done by means of wires connected with 
the moving-picture theatres. I see 
invalids forgetting their sufferings by 
gazing into small black boxes and 
seeing the latest ten-reel features. I 
see the deserted wife whiling away 
the dreary hours. I see a 

“No, no, no!” I cried impatiently. 
“IT want to know whether there'll ever 
be a time when moving-picture actors 
will stop holding tennis racquets as 
though they were hot frying pans, and 
when humor will not consist of hitting 
a fat man with something, somewhere.” 

The Sibyl came out of her trance 
with a start, and favored me with a 
contemptuous stare. “Never!” said 
she firmly. “ Never until all moving- 
picture producers start trying to appeal 


three weeks._-N. Y. Evening Post. 


This interesting item is in somewhat 
‘ different tone from the news that we 

|| ) lity ] heard of Englishmen and their attitude 
—=— = toward English women about a year 
| ago. At that time women weren't 


—_ supposed to be able to do anything. 
sve Plow. 





Their place was in the home. What 
has come over the women of England 
to make them so peculiarly fit now for 
the most difficult of tasks when a year 
ago even the most simple were above 
their poor minds? Have the English 
women changed so much in the interim 
or is it perhaps that it is the men who 
have changed — that they now have a 
saner attitude toward their women? 








Many highly educated American 
ministers, lawyers and teachers cannot 
sing or play on a musical instrument. 

—Dr. Charles W. Eliot. 


When one stops to think of it, there 
is a lot to be thankful for in this 
world, after all. 





Maimed Highlanders were returning 
to the little Scotch village with star- 
tling frequency, and it’ was indeed a 
problem to _ provide them with 
employment. 

Finally a light dawned on the Rev. 
Gavin Bryce. 

“I could well use six or seven of 
those wha have but one arm,” he 
suggested. 

“ That's fine, mon,” said the mayor. 
“ An’ how wud ye use ’em? ” 


“This is the dog hospital, ain’t it, mister?” “To pass the plate on the Sabbath,” 
“ Yes, but we handle worthy cases only” answered the thrifty and cautious Scot. 
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From the German 
Extracts from the Memoirs of a 
Potato-Paring 
Dr. Springorum, president of the 

German Ironmasters’ Association, said 
that Germany with her unequaled 
scientific industrial organization, has 
overcome all difficulties presented by 
the war and is fully able to supply all 
her needs.—Berlin despatch. 

First, permit me to introduce myself. 
I am—or was—a German potato- 
paring, and in the ordinary course of 
events, I should never think of calling 
myself to your attention. A course of 
events quite the opposite of ordinary 
is my excuse for thus presuming, and 
I write as much for information as for 
self-exploitation, for, frankly, I am 
bewildered. I do not know when or 
where the thing is going to stop. 

To begin at the beginning, I had 
been led to suppose that there was not 
much future in this world for a potato- 
paring. My station was humble; my 
field, limited, but I was reconciled to 
both conditions. 

This idea possessed me up to the 
time I actually felt the blade of the 
kitchen knife. Then, as I fell into 
listless ringlets on the kitchen floor, my 
life-work supposedly over, I heard a 
voice of stern reprimand that was not 
the scullery-maid’s, and in another 
instant I was snatched up and carefully 
deposited with other potato-parings in 
a special receptacle. 

I cannot tell with cleverness, or even 
with clearness, what has happened 
since that day. Remember, I am — or 
was — but a potato-paring, a thing of 
lowly station and no education. My 
career since the day I was snatched 
from the kitchen floor has been in no 
sense of my own making. I claim no 
credit and I take no blame. 

Please pardon me if I am sketchy 
in this narrative. My technical knowl- 
edge is nil, so I cannot be explicit. I 
shall simply tell you what I, in turn, 
became. You, perchance, can tell me 
how it happened. First, I was made 
into something they called petrol. 

“Now, doubtless,” thought I, “I 
shall be permitted to fulfill my destiny, 
or in other words, to become waste. I 
feel that I have earned a rest, and I 


need it.” 
But not so. Another professor got 
hold of me. It was Professor Hand- 


kase who made me into petrol, and next 
Professor Verboten took me in tow. 

He found in me— Heaven knows 
where or how — the basic properties of 
a substitute for beefsteak! And this, 
mind you, after I had already furnished 
petrol to Professor Handkase. 

“Here surely is the end,” I said. 
“There is nothing beyond this. The 
waste-heap beckons and I go.” 


Quoe 


But I didn’t. Professor Piddlewitz 
got to me just as I was making for my 
haven of rest. 

“ Himmel!” he cried. “ What crin:- 
inal throws this away? Give it to me.” 

I was too weak to protest. .I was a 
complete wreck, so silently I submitted. 
The Professor made bread, milk and 
German apple-cake out of me. 

“There!” said he, after extracting 
my very heart’s core, “ that will be all 
for you, I think.” 











too far gone to care. Who he is or 
what he expects to get out of me, I do 
not know. I had eyes when I was a 
potato-skin —I close what is left of 
them and try to sleep. 


Help! Professor Oberalles is mak- 
ing copper jackets for shrapnel shells 
out of me! I cannot stand it! My 
heart is weak. I cannot 





A. H. F. 
































AT AN EVENING PARTY IN THE NEAR FUTURE 


News item.) 


(The shortage of dye stuffs will cause a prevalence of white clothing. 


Then he shocked me mightily by 
adding: “I wonder what this was 
originally? ” 

And then I realized, for the first 
time, that I had lost all my looks; that 
I no longer bore the faintest resem- 
blance to a potato-paring. That was 
the cruelest blow of all. I lost con- 
sciousness. 

Since coming to, I have never been 
the same. My state, I believe, is what 
is called comatose. I am aware that 
another professor has got me, but I am 
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The people who believe that the war 
will soon end are advised to recall that 
New York still allows wooden cars in 
the subway and that Bill Lorimer is 
still being tried for something or other. 





The Kaiser, seemingly, exercised the 
right of visit and search in the case of 
Von Tirpitz, and found nobody home. 





Comes a cablegram that Vienna is 
now using maize instead of wheat. 
Amaizing news, one might call it. 
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The second meeting of the Bohemians 
was held in a stable on the Mews 


THE PROFESSIONAL BOHEMIANS 


(WASHINGTON SQUARE CHAPTER) 


II — Tuey Aport Ru es 

Benedick Brevoort was as good as 
his word; the second meeting of the 
Washington Square Chapter of the 
Amalgamated Professional Bohemians 
was held in a stable on the Mews, amid 
an atmosphere that exuded Bohemian- 
ism from every pore. 

“T have much progress to report,” 
began Benedick, “and as a matter of 
first importance I must mention the 
problem of sustenance.” 

“Eats!” interrupted 
McDougall. 

“ Yes, ‘eats,’ if you will have it so,” 
the organizer resumed. “I have had 
a heart-to-heart talk with our friend 
Tony, who long ago imparted to me a 
secret wish he cherished of securing for 
his spaghetti salon recognition as a 
meeting place of Bohemians. 

“TIT acquainted Tony with the 
purpose of our organization and the 
invaluable service we could do him if 
we should casually remark several 
times in the course of the day, ‘ Oh, all 
the real Bohemians frequent Tony’s.’ 
I pointed out the business accruing 
from the visits of editors alone; and 
the upshot of our negotiations was that 
Tony engages to play host to the extent 
of the necessary table d’hétes, provid- 
ing we agree to impart the much needed 
Bohemian atmosphere.” 

“A man of soul, is that son of 


Mignonette 


Calabria,’ murmured Payton Dabble- 
ton, feelingly. 

“Wish he’d made it Jack’s,” whis- 
pered Holly Waverly, recalling nights 
when she had lost track of where sup- 
per ended and breakfast began. 

“Under the head of entertainment, 
I am commissioned by the manager of 
the Pillbox Theatre to tender the new 
organization the courtesy of the house 
at those performances when all twelve 
seats are not sold. We are under no 
obligation to applaud, but our conver- 
sation while in the house must treat 
of Strindberg and the super-drama.” 

“How are we to be identified, that 
we may enjoy to the full these sweets 
of Bohemia,” asked Mignonette. 

“Largely by the appearance,” was 
the ready answer. “ The ladies will 
bob their hair after the Castle motif. 
This is an absolutely original note, 
descending straight from Jeanne d’Are. 
The gentlemen will affect the Windsor 
tie, which serves the double purpose of 
adding a distingué air to the counte- 
nance and two extra days’ wear to the 
shirt. Collars should always be worn 
soft — and soiled. 

“In the matter of deportment, I 
would caution all our members to 
express the utmost surprise at being 
discovered north of Fourteenth Street. 
Above all, never frequent the uptown 
cafés which charge twenty cents a 
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drink. No professional Bohemian in 
good standing will patronize a rendez- 
vous preémpted by the Social and 
Beneficial Order of Men About Town. 

“ Take all advanced poetry seriously, 
whether you understand it or not. 
Remember that verse, like love and 
lunch, should be free. 

“ Encourage the cubist in art. You 
will be invited to many sta — studios, 
rather — where well-meaning scene 
painters will offer you Home Run 
cigarettes as they discourse on Picalia, 
Matisse and O. J. Gude. Always be 
polite to them, for their parties are 
numerous and the provender whole- 
some, and never fail to allude to the 
genre and sympathetic middle-tones of 
their canvases.” 

‘‘ Suppose we don’t know about those 
things,” queried Holly, beginning to 
fear that Bohemianism called for quali- 
ties of perception not latent within her. 

“That's all right; neither does the 
artist. The essence of successful 
Bohemianism lies in the knowledge that 
the other fellow is as much in the dark 
as you are.” 

“And when,” demanded Dabbleton, 
“are we to exhibit ourselves to the first 
Great Editor? ” 

“ He and our Most Illustrious Young 
Illustrator will graciously entertain us 
as soon as they audit the bill of the 
last Dutch Treat Club luncheon. 





Gentlemen will affect the Windsor tie. Collars 
should always be soft—and soiled 


“But why,’ persisted Payton, 
should there be any open accounts for 
a Dutch Treat luncheon? ” 

“ Because things are not so Dutch 
as they seem.” 
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Miss Constance Peake-Aboo as Cleopatra and her fiance, Mrs. D’Ouble Chynne as Shepherdess aad 
Lord Naryacent, as Attila, the Hun Mr. A. Cocktale Barrelle as Pierrot 


Miss Mercy Saykes Alihve as Diana 


THEY WERE SEEN AT MRS. WARTIMER JONES’ COSTUME BALL 
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HUSBANDS IN THE MAKING 


By L. G. RANDALL 
Illustrated by W. E. Hill 








66 HAT are you going to be when 
you are a man?” 

Now I had_ personal — very personal — 
reasons for not wanting to be a doctor, a 
lawyer or a clergyman and so far as I knew 
they comprised the entire list of eligible 
futures. 

At the very moment, however, that I was 
about to admit that I had allowed my seven 
years of life to slip away without making 
any definite plans in regard to a career, I 
called forth from the recesses of my small 
brain an idea. Delighted at this resource- 
fulness and swelling with pride at the 
anticipated plaudits of my auditors, I 
answered, 

“T am going to be a good husband.” 

But something was wrong, quite wrong, 
about my choice ef a career for the 
propounder of the time-honored conundrum 
frowned darkly and my_ teacher’s face 
assumed a look of pained surprise, but the 
boys in the class did not depend upon 
facial expression to show their disapproval. 

They shouted derisively, making it plainly 
apparent that so far as they were concerned 
I would be reach my goal 
unhampered by competition. 

I went home from school that afternoon 
feeling perfectly sure that I was a little 
hoy with a past, a dark, guilty past, and if 
there was a future awaiting me I did not 
care to face it. 


allowed to 














} 








ay 


Grawd 


Just why the publicly expressed deter- 
mination to be a good husband had brought 
about this state of affairs I could not 
understand, nor did the silent —the very 
silent — observations made in my own home 
as the years came and went bring any 
enlightenment. 

My sister, I noticed, was frequently 
reminded that it is the duty of every girl 
to prepare herself to become a good wife, 
but nothing was ever said to me about 
being any kind of husband. 

No one tried to induce me to put my 
clothes away neatly, to hang pictures and 
put up curtains because it would tend 
towards preparing me to be useful some 
day in a home of my own. 

I was not induced to learn to play the 
violin by the argument that it would add 
to my attractiveness as a husband, and if 
I showed a lack of the characteristic that 
made Job famous or made a display of 
temper, nothing was said about the unde- 
sirability of such traits in a husband. The 
means used to remedy these defects in my 
character were not, I am sure, intended to 
benefit any one in the future. They were 
for the present —the immediate present. 

But it was altogether different with my 
sister. She was being prepared for the 
future, the glorious, happy, alluring future 
that was to be spent as a wife in performing 
a round of duties for which she had been 
specially prepared. 

She was taught to cook chiefly —so it 
seemed to me—that she might please a 
husband, who was always represented as 
having the taste of an epicure. 

After she had roasted the turkey for her 
imaginary husband, I often wondered why 
no one offered to teach me how to carve it 
for my imaginary wife, but no one did. 

She learned to sew, being frequently 
warned that failure to reach a high state 
of perfection in this art, especially the 
branch dealing with buttons and button- 
holes, would prove disastrous to a husband’s 
comfort. 









Meanwhile my sister was being prepared for the future 
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As no effort was 
made to instruct me 
in ways and means of 
keeping buttons at- 
tached to clothing, 
and since the probability of my ever being 
a husband was never mentioned, the horrible 
thought sometimes assailed me that it 
would be my fate, no doubt, to go through 
life a veritable Jason, merely substituting 
buttons for dragon’s teeth. 

Is it a tribute to the superior intellect 
of man that he is allowed to assume 
responsibilities for which he has received 
no preparation, or is it an_ ingenious 
expedient on the part of womankind to 
reign supreme in the home? For when 
efficiency and inefficiency are joined together 
and called one can there be any doubt as 
to which is the one? 

I am inclined to think, since the rearing 
of boys is almost entirely in the hands of 
women, that it is a clever ruse on their part 
to throw the balance of power into the 
hands of their own sex, a sort of inherent 
tendency that has come down from the 
primitive woman to employ strategy against 
force. 

But in these days of equal rights, why 
not uproot tendencies, throw 
to the winds and give a boy as good a 
preparation for marriage as_ his sister 
receives, or at least allow him to grow to 
manhood understanding that he is quite as 
likely to be a husband as she is to be a 
wife, 





stratagems 


Does That Hurt, Doctor? 


“ Dentists’ Duel in Locked Room.” That 
was the headline, and it sounded interesting. 
There is scarcely a civilized human being 
who could repress a surge of satisfaction at 
the idea of 2 dentist getting hurt. Some of 
us who have a few sound teeth left would 
be satisfied with a moderate amount of 
bloodshed, accompanied by severe pain. 
But those of us who have suffered mightily 
to obtain crowns, bridges, and other metallic 
crochet work, would prefer a_ tale of 
lingering death. 

The newspaper dispatch does not live up 
to the headline. The two dentists, practi- 
tioners in St. Louis, beat each other 
severely, but they resorted to vulgar, rough 
weapons like revolvers and knives. It is 
true, they also used “dental instruments,” 
but it appears that they employed these in 
a brutish way, as clubs or pokers. 

How much more romantic it would have 
been thus: Dr. Kennerly falls out with Dr. 
Johnson. He challenges him to a duel. Dr. 
Johnson accepts the challenge, having choice 
of weapons. Dr. Johnson chooses a number 
of weapons, all being instruments of the 
profession. They include the guaint little 
thumbscrew which pries the teeth apart, so 
that the patient may be attached from a 
new and exciting position; the pile-driver; 
the No. 5 borer for No. 3 teeth; the 
prophylactic sledge-hammer and aseptic 
crowbar; and the rubber muzzle and gag. 

Each dentist is to be allowed to “ work” 
ten minutes on the other’s teeth. The 
challenger goes first to the chair. If he 
survives, he has the second wallop. 





SPRING 











Ask Mr. Patterson 


You may have wondered’ why, 
lagging behind the humanity of the 
times, the Southern mill owners persist 
in grinding the seed corn of their race; 
why they bind the little children to 
the looms, work them for a_ pittance 
so long as their little can 
remain upright and their tired eyes 
Perhaps, in a moment of 


bodies 


stay open. 
revulsion against the hideousness and 








Drawn for Puce by Heath Robinson of London 


Grow 


tender years within their mills, if it 
were not for this Mr. 
Patterson explains, as Mr. Patterson, 
being chairman of the executive com- 


very love. 


mittee of the Southern Cotton Manu- 
facturers’ Association, is fitted to 
explain. 

“Only that the New England 


factories,” says Mr. Patterson, “ enjoy 
an advantage in freight rates which 


can be equalized solely by the 


Copyright in the U. S. A. by Puce Pub, Corporation| 


ENGINE OF MODERN WARFARE DESIGNED BY HEATH ROBINSON 
The Mist Diffuser is as baffling to the enemy and perhaps as cruel as any war invention 
of modern times. That it is somewhat of a boomerang for the users may be seen from the 


mump-like cloths that embrace the chins of the three operators. 


People at a distance 


rarely know how much palliation can be added to a dangerous job by a few of the comforts 


of home. 


For this reason the inventor added the vases and the clock. 





the folly of it, you may have imagined 
that greed was the reason. Let Mr. 
Patterson assure you of the contrary. 
The Southern mill little 
children with a that passes 
understanding. On no condition would 
they allow a human being of such 


owners love 
love 


employment of children and by longer 
hours.” 

How simple it is! But the logic is 
pitilessly accurate. No babies in the 
mills, no mills, therefore no work for 
the babies. No longer hours for 
babies, no work, therefore no work for 
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babies. You can’t beat it. It swings 


the responsibility for the child labor 


far north of the Mason and Dixon 
line, where it belongs. The New 
England manufacturers are really 


criminal in their exploitation of the 
Southern children. By malevolently 
taking advantage of the fact that they 
are where they are, they force the 
Southern children to go into the 
factories to preserve the industries of 
North Carolina, Georgia and Alabama, 
Mr. Patterson has said. Before he 
opened his mouth, it was certain that 
he would say something sage and final. 

Ask Mr. Patterson. Ask Mr. 
Patterson why the Raleigh (North 
Carolina) News and Observer replies 
to the mill owners: “ Better smaller 
profits, better none at all, if we are to 
pay for it with the labor of children. 
And we know from history that if we 
use up the coming race in the present 











“ Doctah, how’s de way t treat a mule dat’s got 
distempah ?” 
“ You bettah treat him wif respect” 





day, it is going to be bad conditions 
which will be faced by the United 
States of to-morrow.” 

Ask Mr. Patterson, the genial 
explainer, about that. He will have 
an answer. He will say that the 
Raleigh newspaper must be owned 
body and soul by the Northern 
capitalist who is so wickedly exploiting 
the children of the South in the interest 
of the Southern capitalist. 





That story about Villa killing sixteen 
Americans must have created a sensa- 
tion in Europe, where there is so little 
going on these days. 





Russians Get Pass on Road _ to 


Bagdad.—Headline. 
Signed by the head of the road? 





Molla Bjurstedt, it would appear, 
has won more court decisions than 
William Travers Jerome. 
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As You Like It 


Six hours later we were finally picked 
up by the Primrose and the Magnolia and 
arrived at Queenstown, Ireland, many of 
us half naked, others half dressed. 

—Panama Star and Herald. 


Most Persons Like a Bank 
An admiring happy, jostling crowd of 
more than fifteen thousand attended the 
two receptions yesterday for the opening of 
Wichita’s newest and finest banking build- 
ing. Into a room bathed in the perfumes 
of a dozen blend of roses this great crowd 
elbowed and shouldered its way, awe 
stricken at the beauty of the elaborate, yet 
genteel, design of the place. 
—The Wichita (Kan.) Eagle. 








Beautiful is Not, as Does 

The M. H. S. basketball team had not 
lost a single game this winter until last 
Friday night, when they visited Central 
City. Things were going good until a 
beautiful Muhlenberg dame heaved a lemon 
at Craig Riddle that landed squarely in his 
right eye, which resulted in M. H. S. failing 

to score another point during the game. 
—The Madisonville (Ky.) Hustler. 


Commerce and Gas 
J. W. Dunlap, editor of the Lodi Review, 
has had some experience in the last two 
weeks — elected president of the Lodi 
Board of Trade and almost - asphyxiated 
just afterward. 
—The Kinsman (O.) Courier. 


Don’t Be Too Sure 


We are prepared to do all kinds of job 
work. We have a first class job printer 
and the material with which to do it. We 
are now out of the region of unfortunate 
contingencies. 

—The Mammoth Springs (Ark.) Progress. 


How About Ensilage ? 
After the cards, Mrs. Taylor delighted 
the guests with three silos. 
—The Ottawa (Kan.) Herald. 











Pearls Before ? 

The Buck Creek K. of P. lodge will give 
an oyster and ice cream supper Saturday 
evening at their hall. Also a free lecture 
on “ Disease of Swine,” by F. V. Hawkins 
of Indianapolis. 

: —The Buck Creek (Ind.) News. 





Almost a Fire 

The chimney in Norris Drury’s house 
caught fire Monday morning. With help 
from the neighborhood the fire was finally 
extinguished, but the chimney and _sur- 

roundings were heated very hot. 
—Guilford Cor. of the Brattleboro (Mass.) 
Reformer. 





Most of Us Are 


Curtis Crim of this city was arraigned in 
the Alexandria police court yesterday on 
charges of intoxication after he had been 
picked up in a reluctant condition. 

—The Anderson (Ind.) Bulletin. 





Three Hundred Years After 
The Shakespeare Club met with Mrs. 
Gillette. The following subjects were 
discussed: City of San Diego, Robinson 
Crusoe’s Island, the President of Chile and 
the Great South American Desert. 
—The Niles (Mich.) Sun. 





French-Ohio Style 


At the supper Monday evening the table 
d’hote was a la carte, stewed rabbit a la 
mode, mashed potatoes, soup, dumplings, 
new creamery butter, bread, crackers, baked 
apples and extract of baby beef, all served 
a la bonne heure. 

—The Milford Center (O.) Ohioan, 





Pcck will be glad to have the assistance 
of readers in the collection of items for 
this page. If you come across a clipping 
which is a worthy example of the freedom 
of the press, send it in to 

K. S., care-of Puck, 
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It Is Often This Way 


In our account of the Livingston-Hoff 
wedding in last week’s issue our reporter 
intended to state that “after a brief wed- 
ding trip the newly married couple would 
make their home at the Old Manse”; but 


through a typographical error which 
escaped the proof-reader, and which we 
regret exceedingly, “Old Manse” was made 
to read “Old Man’s.” 

—Weedsport (N. Y.) Sentinel. 





In the Midst of Death 

Remains of the late Mrs. Sarah A. 
Majors, who passed away at her home in 
Columbus, Ohio, yesterday after a brief 
consumption. To settle the matter the mem- 
bers of the club each tossed a jitney into a 
hat and with the collection purchased a 

supply of crackers and cheese. 
—The Wheeling (W. Va.) News. 





A Wise Woman 


Her talk stood out above many others 
that have been given there within the year, 
primarily because she said that which would 
be of value to the students and then the 
thing that marked her talk far beyond many 
others was the fact that she said what she 
wanted and stopped. 

—The Chico (Cal.) Tribune. 





It Isn’t Clear Even Now 


Through some error last week evenis were 
crowded forward for Arthur Bruce and 
Alfred Whiteside, and this column reported 
them as celebrating their wedding instead 
of their birth anniversary. 

—Sunshine Valley Cor. the Lusk (Wyo.) 
Herald. 


Who Will Dance ? 

The Grange dance which was postponed 
from last Friday night will be held in the 
Grange Hall on Friday evening, Feb. 25. 
All who attend will have to furnish their 
own refreshments. 

—Freetown Cor. of the Marathon (N. Y.) 
Independent. 


ADVENTURES ON THE CLOTHES-LINE 
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“T have on my new spring feathers, too” 


* Allow me” 
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“To offer my umbrella!” 








Gude 














ZENOBIA’S INFIDELITY 


By H. C. Bunner 
Illustrated by Will Crawford 














Mrs. Pennypepper’s boarding-house, 
and looked up and down the deserted 
’ Main Street of Sagawaug with a contented 
smile, the while he buttoned his driving- 
gloves. The little doctor had good cause to 
be content with himself and with everything 
else— with his growing practice, with his 
comfortable boarding-house, with his own 
good-looks, with his neat attire, and with 
the world in general. He could not but be 
content with Sagawaug, for there never was 
a prettier country town. The Doctor 
looked across the street and picked out the 
very house that he proposed to buy when 
the one remaining desire of his soul was 
gratified. It was a house with a hip-roof 
and with a long garden running down to 
the river. 

There was no one in the house to-day, 
but there was no one in any of the h-uses. 
Not even a pair of round bare arms was 
visible among the clothes that waved in the 
August breeze in every back-yard. It was 
Circus Day in Sagawaug. 

The Doctor was climbing into his gig 
when a yell startled him. A freckled boy 
with saucer eyes dashed around the corner. 

“Doctor!” he gasped, “come quick! The 
circus got a-fire an’ the trick elephant’s 
most roasted!” 


D R. TIBBITT stood on the porch of 


“Don’t be silly, Johnny,” said the Doctor, 


reprovingly. 

“Hope to die— Honest Injun —cross 
my breast!” said the boy. The Doctor 
knew ‘the sacredness of this juvenile oath. 

“Get in here with me,” he said, “ and if 
I find you’re trying to be funny, I'll drop 
you in the river.” 

As they drove toward the outskirts of the 
town, Johnny told his tale. 

“ Now,” he began, “the folks was all out 
of the tent after the show was over, and one 
of the circus men, he went to the oil-barrel 
in the green wagon with Dan’ in the Lion’s 
Den onto the outside of it, an’ he took in a 
candle an’ left it there, and fust thing the 
barrel busted, an’ he wasn’t hurted‘a bit, 
but the trick elephant she was burned awful, 
an’ the ring-tailed baboon, he was so scared 
he had a fit. Say, did you know baboons 
had fits?” 

When they reached the circus-grounds, 
they found a crowd around a small side- 
show tent. A strong odor of burnt leather 
confirmed Johnny’s story. Dr. Tibbitt 
pushed his way through the throng, and 
gazed upon the huge beast, lying on her side 
on the grass, her broad shoulder charred 
and quivering. Her bulk expanded and 
contracted with spasms of agony, and 
from time to time she uttered a moaning 
sound. On her head was a structure of red 
cloth, about the size of a bushel-basket, ap- 
parently intended to look like a Britisn sol- 
dier’s forage-cap. This was secured by a 
strap that went under her chin —if an ele- 
phant has a chin. This scarlet cheese-box 
every now and then slipped down over her 
eye, and the faithful animal patiently, in all 
her anguish, adjusted it with her prehensile 
trunk. 

By her side stood her keeper and the pro- 
prietor of the show, a large man with a dyed 
moustache, a wrinkled face, and hair oiled 
and frizzed. These two bewailed their loss 
alternately. 


“The boss elephant in the business!” 
cried the showman. “ Barnum never had no 
trick elephant like Zenobia. And them lynes 
and Dan’! was painted in new before I took 
the road this season. Oh, there’s been a 
hoodoo on me since I showed ag’inst the 
Sunday-school picnic!” 

“That there elephant’s been like my own 
child,” groaned the keeper, “or my own 
wife, I may say. I’ve slep’ alongside of her 
every night for fourteen damn years.” 





Doctor —“ good gracious, what’s that?” 
Zenobia’s trunk was playing around his 
waistband. 

“She wants to shake hands with you,” her 
keeper explained. “ She’s a lady, she is, and 
she knows you done her good.” 

“Td rather not have anything of the 
sort,” said the Doctor, decisively. 

When Dr. Tibbitt called at twelve on the 
morrow, he found Zenobia’s tent neatly 
roped in, an amphitheatre of circus-benches 
constructed around her, and this amphi- 
theatre packed with people. 

“Got a quarter apiece from them jays,” 
whispered the showman, “ jest to see you 
dress them wownds.” Subsequently the show- 
man relieved his mind to a casual acquaint- 
ance. “He’s got a heart like a gun-flint, 


Her keeper explained :—™ She knows you done her good” 


The Doctor had been carefully examining 
his patient. 

“If there is any analogy —” he began. 

“Neuralogy!” snorted the indignant 
showman. “’T ain’t neuralogy, you jay 
pill-box, she’s cooked!” 

“If there is any analogy,” repeated Dr. 
Tibbitt, flushing a little, “ between her case 
and that of a human being, I think I can 
save your elephant. Get me a barrel of 
linseed oil, and drive these people away.” 

The Doctor’s orders were obeyed with 
eager submission. He took off his coat and 
went to work. He had never doctored an 
elephant, and the job interested him. At 
the end of an hour Zenobia’s sufferings were 
somewhat alleviated. She lay on her side, 
chained tightly to the ground, and swaddled 
in bandages. Her groans had ceased. 

“Tl call to-morrow at noon,” said the 
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By 


that doctor,” he said; “made me turn out 
every one of them jays and give ’em their 
money back before he’d Jay a hand to 
Zenobia.” 

But if the Doctor suppressed the clinic, 
neither he nor the showman suffered. From 
dawn till dusk people came from miles 
around to stare a quarter’s worth at the 
burnt elephant. Once in a while, as a 
rare treat, the keeper lifted a corner of her 
bandages and revealed the seared flesh. 
The show went off in a day or two, leaving 
Zenobia to recover at leisure; and as it 
wandered westward, it did an increased 
business simply because it had had a burnt 
trick elephant. Such, dear friends, is the 
human mind. 

The Doctor fared even better. The fame 
of his new case spread far and wide. People 
seemed to think that if he could cure an 








elephant he could cure anything. He was 
called into consultation in neighboring 
towns. Women in robust health imagined 
ailments, so as to send for him and ask him 

” shuddering questions about “that wretched 
animal.” The trustees of the orphan-asylum 
made him staff-physician — in this case the 
Doctor thought he could trace a connection 
of ideas, in which children and a circus were 
naturally associated. And the local news- 
paper called him a savant. 

He called every day upon Zenobia, who 
greeted him with trumpetings of joyful 
welcome. She also desired to shake hands 
with him, and her keeper had to sit on her 
head and hold her trunk to repress the 
familiarity. In two weeks she was cured, 
except for extensive and permanent scars, 
and she waited only for a favorable oppor- 
tunity to rejoin the circus. 

The Doctor had got his fee in advance. 


* = * * oe 7 . * 


Upon a sunny afternoon in the last of 
August, Dr. Tibbitt jogged slowly toward 
Sagawaug in his neat little gig. He had 
been to Pelion, the next town, to call upon 
Miss Minetta Bunker, the young lady whom 
he desired to install in the house with the 
garden running down to the river. He had 
found her starting out for a drive in Tom 
Matson’s dog-cart. Now, the Doctor feared 
no foe, in medicine or in love; but when a 
young woman is inscrutable as to the state 
of her affections, when the richest young 
man in the county is devoting himself to 
her, and when the young lady's mother is 
backing the rich man, a young country 
doctor may well feel perplexed and anxious 
over his chance of the prize. 

The Doctor was so troubled, indeed, that 
he paid no heed to a heavy, repeated thud 
behind him on the macadamized road. His 
gentle little mare heard it, though, and 
began to curvet and prance. The Doctor 
was pulling her in, and calming her with a 
“* Soo — Soo — down, girl, down!” when he 
interrupted himself to shout: 

“Great Caesar! Get off me!” 

Something like a yard of rubber hose had 
come in through the side of the buggy and 
was rubbing itself against his face. He 
looked around, and the cold sweat stood out 
on him as he saw Zenobia, her chain 
dragging from her hind-foot, her red cap 
a-cock on her head, trotting along by the 
side of his vehicle, snorting with joy, and 
evidently bent on lavishing her pliant, 
serpentine, but leathery caresses upon his 
person, 

His fear vanished in a moment. The 
animal's intentions were certainly pacific, 
to put it mildly. He reflected that if he 
could keep his horse ahead of her he could 
toll her around the block and back toward 
her tent. He had hardly guessed, as yet, 
the depth of the impression which he had 
made upon Zenobia’s heart, which must have 
been a large organ, if the size of her ears 
was any indication—according to the 
popular theory. 

He was on the very edge of the town, 
and his road took him by a house where he 
had a new and highly valued patient, the 
young wife of old Deacon Burgee. Her 
malady being of a nature that permitted it, 
Mrs. Burgee was in the habit of sitting at 
her window when the doctor made his 
rounds, and indicating the satisfactory 
state of her health by a bow and a smile. 
On this occasion she fled from the window 
with a shriek. Her mother, a formidable 
old lady under a red false-front, came to 
the window, shrieked likewise, and slammed 
down the sash. 
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The Doctor tolled his elephant around 
the block without further misadventure, and 
they started up the road toward Zenobia’s 
tent, Zenobia caressing her benefactor while 
shudders of antipathy ran over his frame. 
In a few minutes the keeper hove in sight. 
Zenobia saw him first, blew a shrill blast on 
her trumpet, close to the Doctor’s ear, bolted 
through a snake fence, lumbered across a 
turnip-field, and disappeared in a patch of 
weeds, “leaving the Doctor to quiet his 
excited horse and to face the keeper, who 
advanced with rage in his eye. 





The doctor got off at the end of an elm branch 


“ What do you mean, you cuss,” he began, 
“ weaning a man’s elephant’s affections away 
from him? You ain’t got no more morals 
than a Turk, you ain’t. That elephant an’ 
me has been sidepartners for fourteen years, 
an’ here you come between us.” 

“I don’t want your confounded elephant,” 
roared the Doctor; “why don’t you keep it 
chained up?” 

“She busted her chain to git after you,” 
replied the keeper. “Oh, I seen you two 
lally-gaggin’ all along the road. I knowed 
you wa’n’t no good the first time I set eyes 
on yer, a-sayin’ hoodoo words over the poor 
dumb beast.” 

The Doctor resolved to banish “ analogy” 
from his vocabulary. 

7 * - o * 7 - o 

The next morning, about four o’clock, Dr. 
Tibbitt awoke with a troubled mind. He 
had driven home after midnight from a late 
call, and he had had an uneasy fancy that 
he saw a great shadowy bulk ambling along 
in the mist-hid fields by the roadside. He 
jumped out of bed and went to the window. 
Below him, completely covering Mrs. Penny- 
peppers nasturtium bed, her prehensile 
trunk ravaging the early chrysanthemums, 
stood Zenobia, swaying to and fro, the 
dew glistening on her seamed sides beneath 
the early morning sunlight. The Doctor 
hastily dressed himself and slipped dowh- 
stairs and out, to meet this Frankenstein’s 
monster of affection. 

There was but one thing to do. Zenobia 
would follow him wherever he went — she 
rushed madly through Mrs. Pennypepper’s 
roses to greet him — and his only course was 
to lead her out of the town before people 
began to get up, and to detain her in some 
remote meadow until he could get her 
keeper to come for her and secure her by 
force or stratagem. He set off by the least 
frequented streets, and he experienced a 
pang of horror as he remembered that his 
way led him past the house of his one pro- 
fessional rival in Sagawaug. Suppose Dr. 
Pettengill should be coming nome or going 
out as he passed! 

He did not meet Dr. Pettengill. He did 
meet Deacon Burgee, who stared at him 
with more of rage than of amazement in his 
wrinkled countenance. The Deacon was 
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carrying a large bundle of embroidered 
linen and flannel, that must have been tied 
up in a hurry. 

“Good morning, Deacon,” the Doctor 
hailed him, with as much ease of manner 
as he could assume. “ How’s Mrs. Burgee?” 

“She’s doin’ fust rate, no thanks to no 
circus doctors!” snorted the Deacon. “ An’ 
if you want to know anything further con- 
cernin’ her health, you ask Dr. Pettengill. 
He’s got more sense than to go trailin’ 
around the streets with a parboiled elephant 
behind him, a-frightening women-folks a 
hull month afore the’r time.” 

“ Why, Deacon!” cried the Doctor. “‘ What 
—what is it?” 

“It’s a boy,” responded the Deacon, 
sternly; “and it’s God’s own mercy that 
*t wa’n’t born with a trunk and a tail.” 


7 . os 7 o 7 o = 


The Doctor found a secluded pasture, 
near the woods that encircled the town, and 
there he sat him down, in the corner of a 
snake-fence, to wait until some farmer or 
market-gardener should pass by, to carry 
his message to the keeper. He had another 
message to send, too. He had several cases 
that must be attended to at once. Unless 
he could get away from his pachydermatous 
familiar, Pettengill must care for his cases 
that morning. It was hard — but what was 
he to do? 

Zenobia stood by his side, dividing her at- 
tention between the caresses she bestowed 
on him and the care she was obliged to take 
of her red cap, which was not tightly 
strapped on, and slipped in various direc- 
tions at every movement of her gigantic 
head. She was unmistakably happy. From 
‘time to time she trumpeted cheerily. She 
plucked up tufts of grass and offered them 
to the Doctor. He refused them and she 
ate them herself. Once he took a daisy 
from her, absent-mindedly, and she was so 
greatly pleased that she smashed his hat in 
her endeavors to pet him. 

Still the farmer came not, nor the 
market-gardener. Dr. Tibbitt began to 
believe that he had chosen a meadow that 
was too secluded. At last two boys appeared. 
After they had stared at him and Zenobia 
for half an hour, one of them agreed to 
produce Dr. Pettengill and Zenobia’s 
keeper for fifty cents. Dr. Pettengill was 
the first to arrive. 

“ Hello, Doctor,” he called out, “hear 
you’ve been seeing elephants. Want me to 


take your cases? Guess I can. Got a 
half-hour free.” 
The keeper arrived soon after. He had 





Still they came not— Dr. Tibbitt began to 
believe he had chosen a meadow that was TOO 
secluded 


only reached the meadow when Zenobia 

lifted her trunk in the air, emitted a 

mirthful toot, and struck out for the woods 
(Continued on page 20) 

















Now Here is the New 
Summer Furniture 


Mr. N. Quisrtive, Jr.: Why, where’s your | 
Pomeranian? 
Mrs. Fitzan-Starts: Oh, haven’t you heard? 
Dogs are quite outre now. We’re on our way 
to the asylum to get us an orphan 





Instead of being confined to a strictly 
Summer schedule, Wicker Furniture blossoms 
all the year ‘round in city and country homes. 


Amos Pinchot is a sad radical. He 
says there are militarists among us who 
“talk of their sympathies for the 
Allies and at the same time take 


advantage of the necessity of the Allies But it reaches its greatest profusion when 


to fleece them unmercifully in war the warmer weather comes. 
contracts.” Amos should know better. 
pi aa o “ ng vig Hess Our complete Spring showing is ready— 
reality workers for peace. 1ey hope . 4 : s i : 
4 | Jeo introducing Furniture in Wicker, Reed, Willow 


to discourage war by making shells we 
that won’t explode. and Cane, for Living Room, Bedroom and 
Veranda. 





So long as a man exercises the 
privileges of suffrage, he must assume 


ffrage, Designs are artistic; shapes are delight- 
the duty of service. You can’t vote and ll f * h : ° l B: 
then let another man volunteer to do fu y comfort-giving; the new tints, including 
the fighting for you. To build up the many delicate shades, will harmonize with 
idea of obligation is necessary, not only ° . 
modern decorative schemes; and prices are 


for preparedness against war, but for 
the proper performance of civic duty. very moderate. 


—General Leonard Wood. 
To sum up, the “ slackers” of peace 
are as much the enemy of their country 
as the “ slackers ” of war. 


Prices and Descriptions Will be Gladly Furnished. 


Private Subway Mail Orders 
Station at Hoyt St. ABRAHAM AND STRAUS Promptly Filled. 


BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 



































Many persons 
think that all 
Ales are alike 
—until they try 


Evans 


B SUNNY BROOK, 
h <coe seoe 


The | 
PURE FOOD, 


Whiskey 





Bivdicese sa 
Is Back Of (* 


Then they have Every Bottle 
reason to won- 
der why there 








— From Le Rire, Paris. 


The Seance in Washington continues is any other. 


(A French caricaturist’s idea of the Evans’ Ale and Evans’ Stout 
diplomatic relations between President are Good for Everybody. 


Wilson and Count von Bernstorff.) 








Start the Bunner Stories 
Now, and Have Them Reach 
You All Summer for $1.00 
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Purveyed to the Household of the Khedive. the Imperial 
Courl of Austria-Hungary. His Royal Highness Prince 
Philip of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, the Imperial Court of 
Japan, etc. etc.. the principal clubs and the regimental 
messes of India, Burmah and Canada 
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( Jose Americans who have smoked our 
Vafiadis (Vah-fee-ah-dis) Cigarettes. 
abroad*may now obtain them in the Uniled 
Slates — because to Liggett & Myers Tobacco 
Company, who import them.we have also 
igiven thé sole right to manufacture them 
a from our Cairo formula. 


CTheodoro Vafiadis & Cao 
CALCUTTA BOMBAY: LONDON: RANGOON ‘CAIRO < 
Packa 25¢ Tins c| $250. | ied zy = 
ses Pre nate Pike: Pall 
places, of mailed postage paid on receipt of aw, 
price. ress, Liggett Myers Tobacco Co 
212 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 


EMBARRASSED Puppy: Oh, well—any port in 
a storm 















While the drive continues Verdun is 
being referred to as an anvil. The 
bellows, of course, are the official 
statements issued by both sides. 
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A Maryland woman shot and killed 
her husband, and attended the funeral. 
The last is a little courtesy that is 
customary in such cases. 
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uilt to Fit the Taste! 
e % a 
A Valuable Medicine 
“Dr. F. McCall, Regius Professor of Medicine, University 
of Glasgow; Sir James Crichton-Browne, Sir Dyce Duck- 
worth, Sir Thomas Fraser, Sir W. Gowersand Sir W. Bennett 
have united in putting forth the following manifesto:— 
“ . . .. in disease alcohol is a trustworthy restorative. 
“.... the moderate use of alcohol beverages is for 


| 5 adults usually beneficial and amply justified. 
| — Rochester Herald. 


My word! See the bottled firefly! Every- 


thing goes into storage nowadays 








felt ame itl lla qalels 
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Zenobia’s Infidelity 


(Continued from page 17) 
with the picturesque and cumbersome gal- 
lop of a mastodon pup. 

“If that elephant’s disease is gratitude,” 
thought the Doctor, as he marched to the 
town with a firm resolve illuminating his 
face, “I'll give her an antidote.” 

He went to the drug store and, as he 
went, he pulled out a blank pad and wrote 
down a prescription, from mere force of 
habit. It read thus: 


PESSELS & MORTON. 
DRUGGISTs, 
Commercial Block, Main Street, Sagawaug. 
@@ PRESCRIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED. -¢e 





R Clim al 


Lakes chk Jey 
Capp sn tmone pote }i 
Is ot fe rk 
7 Chem 





When the druggist looked at it he was | 


taken short of breath. 

“What’s this?” he asked—‘“a_ bomb- 
shell? ” 

“Put it up,” said the Doctor, “ and don’t 
talk so much.” He lingered nervously on 
the druggist’s steps, looking up and down 
the street. He had sent a boy to order the 
stable-man to harness his gig. By-and-by, 
the druggist put his head out of the door. 

“T’ve got some asafcetida pills,” he said, 
“that are kind o’ tired, and half a pound 
of whale-oil soap that’s higher ’n 
Haman——” 

“Put ’em in!” said the Doctor, grimly, 
as he saw Zenobia coming in sight far down 
the street. 

She came up while the Doctor was waiting 
for the bolus. Twenty-three boys were 
watching them, although it was only seven 
o’clock in the morning. 

“Down, Zenobia!” said the Doctor, 
thoughtlessly, as he might have addressed 
a dog. He was talking with the druggist, 
and Zenobia was patting his ear with her 
trunk. Zenobia sank to her knees. The 
doctor did not notice her. She folded her 
trunk about him, lifted him to her back, 
rose, with a heave and a sway, to her feet, 
and started up the road. The boys cheered. 
The Doctor got off on the end of an elm- 
branch. His descent was watched from 
nineteen second-story windows. 

His gig came to meet him at last, and he 
entered it and drove rapidly out of town, 
with Zenobia trotting contentedly behind 
him. As soon as he had passed Deacon 
Burgee’s house, he drew rein, and Zenobia 
approached, while his perspiring mare stood 
on her hind-legs. 

“ Zenobia — pill!” said the Doctor. 

As she had often done in her late illness, 
Zenobia opened her mouth at the word of 
command, and swallowed the infernal bolus. 
Then they started up again, and the Doctor 
headed for Zenobia’s tent. 

But Zenobia’s pace was sluggish. When 
the Doctor whipped up, she seized the 
buggy by any convenient projection, and 
held it back. This damaged the buggy and 
frightened the horse; but it accomplished 
Zenobia’s end. 

The Doctor had compounded a pill well 

(Continued on page 22) 




















No Reasonable Offer Refused | 


for the IMMEDIATE SALE of this | 
| Estate on the St Lawrence River 





= 


R SALE, in the heart of the Thousand Islands, 
one of the finest complete country estates in 


America. 


An island in the main American channel, 


one-half mile above Alexandria Bay. 


The Buildings Consist of: 


TWO LARGE NEW COTTAGES, each with eight 
masters’ bedrooms, five masters’ baths, separate 


wings for servants; 


BOAT HOUSE, containing skiffs and canoes with an 
additional motor-boat house with room for three 
power launches. Main boat house contains large 
living quarters, guides’ rooms, etc., on second floor; 


POWER HOUSE, furnishing all buildings and walks 
with light, and also supplying water for the island; 


TENNIS COURT on another island connected by a 


bridge. (See photo.) 


Water Sports of every kind; yachting, swimming, 


sailing, and unsurpassed fishing. 
Islands is the home of the motor-boat. 


The Thousand 
The houses 


overlook the famous motor-boat course. 





No Reasonable Offer will be Refused 


If you are interested in owning one of the finest estates in America 
at a price that makes it an exceptional investment for the future, 


Address Box27. PUCK, 210 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Leading Theatrical Successes 
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Why do the movies 
expect us to believe perfectly well she 
this is a lady’s maid? usually looks like this 


When we know 





Pawns! 

To those women of the Fatherland, 
and of all other lands, who have had 
instilled within them an abiding belief 
in the sanctity of motherhood, we would 
recommend a careful reading of these 
two items, clipped from the news of the 


past week: 


Jules Wolf, the 
noted Berlin econo- 
mist, has issued an 
alarming notice to 
German scientists, 
telling them that, 
thanks to the war 
and its consequences 
on the birtn rate, 
Germany can never 
hope to have a pop- 
ulation of more than 
80,000,000, no mat- 
ter what her con- 
quests may be. 

The bishops have 
issued pastoral let- 
ters, calling upon 
their flocks, and the 
women especially, to 
increase their fami- 
lies as much as pos- 
sible. 

Experts, each with 
his own proposals, 
have now been 
formed into a “So- 
ciety for the Policy 
of Population,” to 
which hundreds of 
doctors, lawyers, 
clergymen, politi- 
cians and prominent 
women belong. ' They 
hold meetings all 
over the German 
Empire, trying to 
induce people to in- 
crease their families 
with all haste. 
—New York World. 


Not since the bat- 
tle of Verdun be- 
gan have the Ger- 
man losses been so 
terrible as in yes- 
terday’s fighting. 
Whole brigades 
which went into ac- 
tion against Douau- 
mont, Vaux village 
and Vaux: fort were 
practically. w ped 
out, and most of 
the German units 
erigaged lost two- 
thirds of their 
strength. They suf- 
fered heavily, as al- 
ways, in fighting the 
French infantryman, 
marvelous with the 
bayonet, and the 
Zouaves, Turcos and 
Senegalese, who fig- 
ured prominently in 
yesterday’s engage- 
ment, like demons 
let loose, as_ they 
drove their bayo- 
nets home with an 
over-arm plunging 
stroke. 

The German casu- 
alties for February 
were 35,198, accord- 
ing to German offi- 
cial lists which have 
been received in 
London. 

The total for the 
entire war, comput- 
ed from the official 
German lists, is 
2,667,372. 

—New York Sun. 


What an incentive to women to bear 
children that they may be sent into a 
shambles to make a holiday for a 


Prince! 


A meat platter, after all, is the only 


real Armour plate. 
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PLAYHOUSE eerste 2 seeres tel. 


nesday and Saturday, 2:15 


GRACE GEORGE 


& Her Playhouse Company in Repertory 
MAJOR BARBARA 
THE EARTH 
THE NEW YORK IDEA 
THE LIARS 





Evenings 8.15 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday at 2.15 
Cohan and Harris present 


The Cohan Revuel1916 
LONGACRE "= s00 


Evenings at 8.20 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2.20 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


LEO DITRICHSTEIN 


IN HIS COMEDY SUCCESS 


THE GREAT LOVER ° 








48th SI’. THEATRE “Stes 


Evenings 8:15 Matinee Thursdays and Saturdays 2:15 
Messrs. Shubert Present 


JUST A WOMAN 


By EUGENE WALTER 


NEW AMSTERDAM 722478" 


Eves. 4.15, Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2.15 Klaw & Erlanger, Managers 


SIR HERBERT TREE’S 


Shakespeare Tercentenary Festival 


ww KING HENRY VIII 


(Production from His Majesty's, London) 


Company includes: Herbert Tree. Wynne Matthison 
Lyn Harding, Charles Dalton, Willette Kershaw 





BROADWAY & 45th STREET 


After the Play Visit “°? "frre" 


ZIEGFELD “=n 
MIDNIGHT 





FROLIC 
GAIET 


MRS. FISKE 


Matinees Wed. and Sat., 2.15 
IN THE NEW AMERICAN COMEDY 


ERSTWHILE SUSAN 





“w. COHAN’S “ii wasaven 


HENRY W. SAVAGE OFFERS 


MITZI HAJOS 


In POM-POM 








REPUBLIC “se Wicca ase 
A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY iz.. 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 
. West. 42nd Street. Bryant 6344 
CANDLER moet 


Matinees Wednesday (Pop.) and Saturday at 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THE HOUSE OF GLASS 


with Mary Ryan and the great all American cast 
Orch. $2 00, $1.50---500 Seats First Baleony Sie, The and $1.00 


HIPPODROME 


Management CHARLES DILLINGHAM 
WORLD'S GREATEST SHOW LOWEST PRICE 








at. | HIP HIP HOORAY |£¥'6s 
2:15 | SOUSA | SENSATIONAL| .~ 

25¢ to | & BAND ICE BALLET | 25c to 

$1.00 | 1,000 People — 100 Wonders! $1.50 








Staged by R. H. Burnside 
Sunday Nights, SOUSA and His Band 





OLIVER MOROSCO'’S NEW YORK SUCCESSES 


39th ST. THEATRE “areca 


EMILY STEVENS 
THE UNCHASTENED WOMAN 
HUDSON THEATRE  Sisc2s* 

THE SUCCESSOR TO “‘PEG O’ MY HEART’’ 


THE CINDERELLA MAN 


EDWARD CHILDS CARPENTER'S NEW ROMANTIC 
COMEDY WITH A NOTABLE CasT 


SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 
WINTER GARDEN. .203%20% careo® 2%. 











CASINO...... .. The Blue Paradise 
LYRIC..... Potash & Pearimutter ,,:2., 
39th STREET. . Emily Stevens {6 uncuas 
MAXINE ELLIOTT’S. . .Robert Hilliard 


SHUBERT......... The Great Pursuit 
COMEDY .......... The Fear Market 
Gs. ox vvecececed Katinka 




















7 Short Sea Trip to 
the Sunny South 


666 miles of refreshing ocean travel and 
144 days accommodation at the brilliant 


f 60 Hotel Chamberlin §£& 
tH Old Point Comfort, Va. F 





Includi ll 
$20 Hotel oh lanier Expenses 


Try an ocean swim in the Chamberiin’s immense hse 


sunlit Pompeian Sea Pool. 


Sailing ow weekday, 3 P.M., from Pier 25 


River, New York. 


MER Send for free illustrated booklet No. 32 
Ser J. J. BROWN, Gen’! Pass. Act. 
W. L. WOODROW, Vice. 
eee Pres. & Traf. Mgr. $ 


aives 
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No one on earth can mix two 
cocktails equally well by guess- 
work. The whole charm of a 
cocktail is in the smoothness 
that comes from accurate blend- 
ing and aging. 

That is why Club Cocktails are 
always fine and smooth—mixe 
to measure—of the best liquors 
—then aged in wood. 

Get your favorite kind at your 
dealer's. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 









“BATH HOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT” 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY 


Bath house in wood veneer with 
swinging door and brass fasten- 
er; size 5x8 inches; with the door 
open you see a beautiful, hand 


picture of an Ost 
bathing girl. Comes boxed, pre- 
paid, for 2 § c to introduce our new 


catalog of pictures for The Den, 

“all winners!’’ Catalog alone 

roc. Stamps accepted. 
CELEBRITY ART CO., 

si Colmabus Ave., Boston, Mass- 





Cleans White and Fancy 
Colored Kid Shoes 





Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
Cleans all materials without Injury to fabric or color. 
Silk, Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, 
Velvet, Madras, Net, Lisle, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon, 


White Kid Gloves Coats, Cloaks Cloth Uppers 
Silk and Satin Slippers Neckties Furs 
Neckwear Coat Collars Blankets 
Feathers Furniture Covers Veils 
Dresses Portieres Hosiery 
Parasols Tapestries Lingerie 
Wraps Rugs Jabots 

Opera Capes Carpets Typewriters 
Ribbons Piano Keys Auto-Apparel 


I5C, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles. All Drug Stores, 
Shoes made with F B & C white, bronze and fancy 
colored kids are cleaned with Carbona Cleaning Fluid. 








Zenobia’s Infidelity 
(Continued from page 20) 
calculated to upset Zenobia’s stomach, That 
it would likewise give her a consuming 
thirst he had not considered. But chemistry 
was doing its duty without regard to him. 


A thirst like a furnace burned within 
Zenobia. Capsicum and chloride of lime 
were doing t.eir work. Then she came 


to Bumgardner’s, where a dozen kegs of 
lager-beer and a keg of what passed at 
Bumgardner’s for gin stood on the sidewalk. | 
Zenobia’s circus experience had taught her 
what a water-barrel meant. She applied 
her knowledge. With her forefoot she | 
deftly staved in the head of one keg after 
another, and with her trunk she drew up 
the beer and the gin, and delivered them to 
her stomach. If you think her taste at 


‘fault, remember the bolus. 


* * * + * * * * 


The Doctor was speeding his mare merrily 
along, grateful for even a momentary relief 
from Zenobia’s attentions, when, * one and 
the same time, he heard a heavy, uncertain 
thumping on the road behind him, and the 
quick patter of a trotter’s hoofs on the road 
ahead of him. He glanced behind him first, 
and saw Zenobia. She swayed from side to 
side, more than was her wont. Her red cap 
was far down over her left eye. Her aspect 
was rakish, and her gait was unsteady. The 
Doctor did not know it, but Zenobia was 
drunk. Zenobia was sick, but intoxication, 
dominated her sickness. 

The Doctor looked forward. Tom 
Matson sat in his dog-cart, with Miss 
Bunker by his side. His horse had caught 
sight of Zenobia, and he was rearing high 
in air, and whinnying in terror. Before 
Tom could pull him down, he made a sudden 
break, overturned the dog-cart, and flung 
Tom and Miss Minetta Bunker on a bank 
by the side of the road. It was a soft 
bank, well-grown with mint and stinging- 
nettles, just above a creek. Tom had scarce 
landed before he was up and off, running 
hard across the fields. 

Miss Minetta rose and looked at him with 
fire in her eyes. 

“Well!” she said aloud; 
Mother to see you now!” 

The Doctor had jumped out of his gig 
and let his little mare go galloping up the 
road. He had his arm about Miss Minetta’s 
waist when he turned to face his familiar 
demon.—- which may have accounted for the 
pluck in his face. 

But Zenobia was a hundred yards down 
the road, and she was utterly incapable of 
getting any further. She trumpeted once 
or twice, then she wavered like a reed in 
the wind; her legs weakened under her, and 
she sank on her side. Her red cap had 
slipped down, and she picked it up with her 
trunk, broke its band in « reckless swing 
that resembled the wave of jovial farewell, 
gave one titanic hiccup, and fell asleep by 
the roadside. 

* * * * * * * * 


| 
| 
| 
| 





“Td like 


An hour later, Dr. Tibbitt was driving 
toward Pelion, with Miss Bunker by his 
side. His horse had been stopped at the 
toll-gate. He was driving with one hand. 
Perhaps he needed the other to show how 
they could have a summer-house in the 
garden that ran down to the river. 

* * * * 7 * * * 

But it was evening when Zenobia awoke 
to find her keeper sitting on her head. He 
jabbed a cotton-hook firmly and decisively 
into her ear, and led her homeward down 
the road lit by the golden sunset. That 
was the end of Zenobia’s infidelity. 
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WANTED -— AN IDEA! 


HO can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 

tect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. Write 

for ‘‘ Needed Inventions,”’ and ‘* How to Get Your Patent 

and Your Money.’” RANDOLPH & Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 
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OF BRAINS 


IGARS 











"3m : 

For Hospitals 

Hy OFITALs use nothing but 
bottled-in-bond whiskey, and 


the brands chosen are judged by 
their purity and strength as well. 


Old Overholt Rye 





“Same for 100 years” 
is the choice of most hos- 
pitals, which attests to the 
merits of this pure, excep- 
tionalrye. Agedinthe wood { 
and bottled in bond, the 
favorite of a century. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Published 


NOTHING 
A YEAR— 


By 


—Charles Belmont Davis— 


Just 











The story of a woman who 
tried to make diamonds instead 
of hearts the trump in life’s game. 
There is a note of artistic in- 
evitability in this story of a 
woman who played life’s game 
for money rather than for love. 


Frontispiece 
$1.30 net 


HARPER & BROTHERS 


EsTABLISHED 1817 














Pickings from Puck 
25 Cents All Newsdealers 





THE WILLIAMS PEINTING COMPANY, NEW YORE 

















\y)y 


> GEEZ BWA 
=N) \\e 
Aydt Ss \ bd a= rz 


Sunset Service Bureau will tell you anything you want to 
re know about routes, resorts, highways and hotels, or business 





and farming opportunities on the Pacific Slope. We'll answer 
your letter about such things without charge; if you'll drop 
a dime in the envelope, we'll send you a get-acquainted-copy of SUNSET. 




















































VERY DAY out here we do a lot of 
things; a dip in the Pacific; a set of 
tennis; a climb on foot or in auto to the 
top of a mountain for a snowball fight. 
SUNSET has to interest folks who have all 
these varied interests; naturally we're in- 
teresting to those who haven't. # A lot of 
people who have the money and time to 
get the most out of life live here; and 
nearly all of them read SUNSET; now 15c. 
a copy, $1.50 a year. Advertisers please || 
read and note. eee 


SUNSET MAGAZINE ||" 


460 FOURTH STREET SAN FRANCISCO 
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The Hundredth Smoker Finds 
A New Pleasure in His Pipe 


The flavor and fragrance of BLUE BOAR are new—dis- 
tinctive and delicious—pronounced yet delicaté 


BLUE BOAR is the most scientifically correct, and 
perfectly balanced, of all pipe mixtures. 

Each of the choice tobaccos of which BLUE BOAR 1s 
made is cut, or broken, by the “Rough Cut” method, to the 
precise degree of fineness which preserves and emphasizes 
the natural flavor and aroma of the leaf. 


If you are the one man in a hundred whose critical taste 
cannot be satisfied by the tobaccos in common use —you 
may now find in your favorite pipe a new zest, a new com- 
fort, a new and infinitely delightful companionship. 


lue Boar 


ROUGH CUT 5c 
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At good tobacco shops—twenty-five 
cents. In the new air and moisture- 
proof package 





THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 
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